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The Voice of the Pack

By EDISON MARSHALL

CRANSTON SEES RED,

Eynopals. —~Warned by his physi.
cian that he has nol mors than six
montha to live, Dan Falllng sits
despondently on & purk hen h, wons
dering wherg he should spend 1hose
iz monthy, Memories of his grand-
fur all

leep love

father and a

things of the wild belp him In
resching A docision In & large
southern Ursgon vity he meels
people who had known and loved
his grapdfather, a fumous fron.

tiersman. He makes his home with
Silas Lennox, u typleal westerner,

The Anly other members of the
housenold are Lennox's son, ""IMILY
and daughter, "Snowhird.” Their
ahode In in the Umpqun divide, and
thers Falllng plans ta iive out the
short apan of lfe which he &as
been told Ix his From the first
Falling's health shows & marked
fmprovement, aod in the compan-
lonship of Lennox and hix son and
Anughter he fits into the wooda life
as If he had beean born W it. By,
quick thinking and a remarkable
digplay of “nerve” he siven Len-
nox's Ilfe and hls own when Lhey

are mttacked by w mud
lannox declarcs he in & relncarna-
tion of his grandiather, Dan Fall-
ng 1, whose fame ns o woodaman
I» & housnchald word, Dan learns
that un orgianlzed band of outlaws
of whieh Hert Crangston & the
lender, |8 setting forest fires. Lan.’
dry Hidreth, a former member of
the gang, han been induced to turn
state's evidenoe

oy it

CHAPTER |—Continued,
il s

“He's got n enbin over toward the
marshes, and It has come to me that
he's golng to start tomorrowgor maybe
has nlready started today, down lote
the vulley to give his evidence, Of
course, that 18 deeply confidentinl he-
tween you nnd me. If the gang knew
about . he'd never get through the
thickets allve.”

But Dan was hardly lstening.  Hig
attention was caught by the hushed,
intermittent sonnds that are always to
be heard. if one listens keenly enongh,
in the wilderness nt night. 1 wish
the pack wonll sound again” he sald,
“I guppose It wes honting."

“Of course. Anil there ig no living
thing In thque woods that can stand
mgalnst & wolf pack In
strength,”

“Kxeept man, of course.™

“A strong man, with an accurate
rifie, of course, and except possibly
fn the starving times in winter he'd
never have to fight them. All the
beusts of prey are out tonight. You
see, Dan, when the moon shines, the
deer feed at night Instend of in the
twillghts and the dawn, And of
course the wolves and the cougars
hunt the deer, It may be that they
are running cattle, or even sheep."

But Dan's Imagination was afire,
He wasn't content yet. “They couldn't
be—hunting man?" he asked,

“No. P11 1t was midwinter and the
pack was starving, we'd have to Iiss
ten hetter, It always looked o me as
if the wild creatures had & law
against killing men, just a® humans
have. They've learned It doesn’t pay
—something the wolves und bears of
Burope and Asla haven't found out
The paturalists say that the reason s
rather simple—that the Euoropean
peasant, his soul scared out of him by
the government he lived under, has
always fled from wild beasts. They
were tillers of the soll, and they car
ried hoes Instead of guns. They never
put the fenr of God Into the animals
and as a result there are quite a num-
ber of true stories about tigers and
wolves that aren't pleasant to listen
to. Rot our own frontlgrsmen were
not men to stand any nonsense from
wolves or congarg. They had guns,
and they knew how to use them. And
they were preceded by as brave and
as warllke a race as ever llved on the
earth—armed with bows and arrows
Anv snimal that hunted men was lm-
mediately killed, and the rest found
out 1t didn’t pay,

“Just s& human beings have found
omt the same thing—that It doesn’t
pay to hunt thelr fellow men. The
laws of life as well as the laws of na-
tlons are agalnst it”

Rut the words sounded weak and
dim under the weight of the throbbing
durkness: and Dan couldn't get away
from the idea that the codes of life by
which most men lved were forgotten
quickly In the shadows of the pines.
Bven as he spoke, man was hunting
man on the distant ridge where Whis
perfoot the cougar bad howled.

- L L] L] L] L]

Bert Cranston, head of the arson
ring that operated on the Umpqua di-
wide, was not only beyond the pale In

™ to the laws of the valleys. but
could have learnsd valuable lessons
from the beasts in regard to keeping
taws of the hills. The moon loakad
to find him walting on a certaln
trall that wound down to the settle
ments, his rifle loaded and ready for
another kind of game than deer or
welf. He was walting for Landy HI-
dreth: and the greeting be had for
bim was to destroy all chances of the
prosecuting attorney In the valley be
fow learning certaln names that be
particularly wanted to know.

There was no hreath of wind. The
great pines talk and dark past bellef,
steod absolutely motionless, like

s full |

strange pillars of ebony. Bert Cran-
ston knelt o a brush covert, his rifle
londed and ready In his lean, dark
hunds.

No wolf that ran the ridges,
cougar that walted on the deer tralis
knew a wilder passion, n more terrible
blood-lust thun he. 1t showed In his
eves, narrow and never resting from
thelr wateh of the tendl: It was in his
posture: and it revealed [tself unmis-
takably In the curl of his lips. Some
thing ke bot stean? wis In his brain,
blurring his sight apd heating his
NITUUN

The pine nesdles hung wholly mo.
tionless abave his head: bot yet the
dend leaves on which he knelt erinkled
And ragtléd nnder him, Only the keen-
gt ear conld hnve heard the sound;
anid possihly In hig madness, Cranston
himsgelf wos not aware of It. And one
would have wondered n long time ns
to what cansged I, It was simply that
he wns shivering all over with hate
and fury,

A twig ernckml, far on the ridge
nbove him. He leaned forward, peer-

na

ing. und the moonlight showed his
free “in nnsparing detall, It revenled
the deep Hpes, the terrible, drawn

lips, the ugly balr long over the dark
enrs.  HMis  strong  hands  tightened
upen the breech of the rite. His wiry
figure grew temse,

Of course It wouldn't do to let his
prey come ton close. Landy Hildreth
was a good shot too, young aus Cran-
ston, nnd of equal strength: and no
sporting chanee eould he taken in this
hunting, Criunston had no Intentlon
of giving his enemy even the slightest
chanee to defend himself, 1If Hildreth
got down Into the wvanlley, his tesfl-
mony would make short work of the
arson ring, He had the goods; he had
heen a member of the disreputable
crowd himself,

The man's steps were quite distinet
by now. Cranston hesrd him fighting
his way through the hrush thickets,
and once a flock of grouse, frightened

He Knew Me Had Not Missed.

from their perches by the appfoaching
fizure, flew down the trail In front.
Cranston pressed back the hammer of
¥ his rifle, The click sounded lond In
the sitence. He had grown tense and
«till, and the leaves no longer rustied,

His eyes were Intent on a little
clearing, possibly one hundred yards
up the trall. The trall itselfl went
stealght through 1. And In an In-
stant more, Hildreth pushed through
the huckhrush and stood revealed in
the moonlight.

If there i= one quality that means
success in the mountaing it Is con-
stant, unceasing self-control. Cman-
ston thought that be bad it, But per-
haps he had waited too loug for Hil-
dreth to come; and the strain had told
on him. He had sworn to take no
false xteps; that every motlon he
mnde should be cool and sure. He
didn’t want to attract Hildreth's at-
tentlon by any swdden movement. All
must be cautious and stealthy. But
in spite of all these good resolut
Cranston's gun slmply leaped to his
shoulder In one convulsive motion at
the first glimpse of his enemy as he
emerged Into the mooniight.

The end of the barrel struck a
brapch of the shrubbery as it went
up. [t was only & soft sonnd; but In
the utter silence It traveled far. The
gun barrel caught the mooplight as It
leaped. and Hiidreth saw Its glint In
the darkness. :

He was looklag for trouble, He had
drended this long walk to the seftie
ments more than .any experience of
his life. He didn't know why the let-
ter he had written. asking for an
armed escort down to the courts, had
not bhrought results. But It was
whally possible that Cranston would
have answered this questica for him
Thix same letter had fallen into a cor
taln solled, deadly palir of bands
which was the last place lo the world

‘knew he had not missed,

Copyright. 1930, by Little, Brown & Co |

that Hildreth would have chosen, nnd!
it had been all the evidence that wus|
needed, nt the meeting of the ring the |
night before, to adjudge Hildreth a[
merclless and  Immediate end, Hil- |
dreth would have preferred to walt In |
the hills and possibly to write another
letter, but a ehill thar kept growing
it his finger tips forbade I And all
these things cowbined to stretch his

nerves nlmost to the hreakthg point | §
as he stole along the moonlit trall un- | §

der the pines,

A moment before the rush and whir
of the grovse flock had driel the roof |
of his mourth with terror. The tall
trees appalled him, the shadows fell !
upon his spirit,  And when he henrd
this fpml sound, when the |
ghint thut might so easily bave been a
gun-barrel, his nerves and museles res |
acted at once, Not even g fraction of
a second Intervened, s gun flnshed
up and a Httle, angry eylinder of
flame darted, as a snake's head dures,
from the muszzle,

Hilidreth  didn't alm.
wasn't thme. The report roared In the
darkness: the llet sang harmlessly
and thudded into the earth; and bath
of them were the Iast things !n the
world that Cranston  hald  expeet.
ed. And they were not a8 moment toa
soofn.  Even at thut Instant, his finger
was cloging down upon the trigzer, |
Hidreth standing elear aod revealed
thfongh the sighis, The nervous re |
sponge  that few wen in the world |
wolild he self-diseiplined enough to
prevent occurrid at the same Instant
that he pressed the trigger, His own |
fire nnswerad, 8o near to the other |
that both of them sounded as one re
purt, J

Mogt hunters can usunlly tell, aven
If they cannot gee thelr gnme fall,
whether they have hit or miased, This
wns ong of the few times o his lifte |
that Cranston could not have told, He
knew that as his finger pressed he had
hield ms necntate & “bead” us ot nny
time In his life, He did not know still |

he snw

take There

|

wuother  clrenmatnnee-—that In the
moonlight he bad overestimpted the
Mstanece to the clearing, and Instead

of qne hundred yards it was schroely !
fifty. Mo had held rather high, And |
he looked' up, unknowing whether he |
had suceeeded or whether be was face |
to face with the prospect of u dael |
to the death In the durkness
And all he saw was Hildreth, rock.
Ing back and forth In the moonlight— i
# strange picture that he was never |
entlrely to forget. It was a motion |
that ne man could pretend. And l:e;
|

He waited till he saw the form of
his enemy rock down, Tace hulf-buried
in the plne needles, It never even oe-
curred to him to approach to see¢ if he
had made a clean klll. He had held
on the breast and he had a world of
ennflidence In his great, shocking, big-
game rifle. Besldes, the rifle lire might
attract some hunter In the hills: and
there would bhe time in the morming
to return to the body und make cer-
taln little investigations that he had
in mind, And ruoning . buck down the
trall, he missed the sight of Hildreth
dragging his wounded body, llke an
injured hare, Into the shelter of the
thickets,

L] L] » L] L] L] .

Whisperfootr. that great cowara,
came out of his brush-covert when the
mogn rose, It was not his useal rising
time, Ordinarlly Be found his hest
hunting In the eerie light of the twi-
light hour; but for certain reasons,
his knowledge of which would be ex-
tremely difficult to explain, he tet this
time go by In slumber. Whisperfoor |
had slept almost since dawn, It i= a |
signlficant gquality In the fellnes that
they slmply cannot keep In condition
without hours and hoars of sleep, In |
this matter of sleeping, they are In a
direct contrast to the wolves, who
seemingly never sleep at all, unless it
Is with one eye open, and in still
greater contrast to the king of all
beasts, the elephant, who Ix sald rto
slumber less per night than that great
electrical wizard whom all wen know
and praise,

The great cat came out yawning, as
graceful a thing as treads upon the
earth. He was almost nine fedt long
from the tip of his no=e to the end of
hig tall, and he weighed as much s
many a full-growh man, He stood and
sawned Insolently, for all the forest
world to see. He rather hoped that
the chipmunk, staring with besdy eves
from his doorway, did see him. He
would just as soon that Wool's little
son, the bear cub, should see him too,
But bhe wasn't so particular about
Woof himself. or the wolf pack whose |
song had Just wakened him. And
ghove all things, he wanted to keep
out of the sight of men.

(TO BE CONTINUED.

Forewarned, Forearmed.
Our Kea of & prudewr man ls one
whe never seed & vampire without
thinking of a buzx saw.—Dallas News

The wings of riches ensble som
men to fy from thelr poor relatives.
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By WASHINGTON IRVING

Cendensation by
Mabel Herbert Urner
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Washington Ir-
ving was borm In
New York in 1788
and died ai his
howe, “Suany-
wide,” on the Hud-~
sen In 1558,

Intended for the
law, in which he
bad me Interest,
impoveriahed by
the fallure of
business ventures,
Irving turned to
Iterature as =
profession, nnd
made a sucorss
which wea for
him a position mt
home and abroad
as the most impor-
tant American
mun of fettera of hia time. “Salma-
sundi” mand “IMedrich Knickerbocker's
History of New York From the Begin-
niag of the World te the Ead of the
Duteh Dynanty™ galned him a reputa-
tion by thelr antire and comic power.

His Infer yoears produced his llves of
Goldamith, Mahomet nnd Washington.
The days of painstaking Investigation
of sources had not yet arrived; it was
ws a man of letters rather than as n

| scholar that Irving wrote his historieal

hooks; the charm of his personnlity
and the power to visnalize people and
clrecumstances helped him greatly, Hut

| his really ereative and original work,

such an the “Sketeh-Nook™ and “Kalck-
erbocker,” will nlways find the mont
devoted readers of the earllest Ameri-
can man of letters.
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ERE in a sequestered cove of
the Hudson lies the drowsy
valley of Rleepy Hollow—once
a remote, enchanted region, abounding

| In haunted spots and twilight supersti-

tions,

The dreamy, vislongry Dutch folk,
descendants of the early settlers, were
given to marvelous bellefs,

The most awesome wralth of this be-
witched nelghborhood was a headless

| fgure on a powerful black charger.

which at midnight rode forth from the
church graveyard,
» At every country fireslde were told

' blood-curdling storles of the weird and
| ghoullsh pranks of the Headless Horse-

man of SBleepy Hollow,

Perhaps the most superstitious soul
throughout the valley, in the days just
following the Revolution, was the coun-
try schoolmaster, Ichinbod Crane., Tall,
lank, long-lhmbed, he was a grotesque
fgure, yet not lacking In conceit,

As was the custom, he led an Itiner-

apt life, boarding with the furmersj

whose children he teught. Since he
brought the loeal gossip and helped
with-the chores, hls periodical visita-
tionn were welcomed by the house-
wives.

He also enlivened the long wintry
avenings with direful stories of witch.

carft. In a snug chimney corner be- |

fore a crackling wood fire, there was
fenrsome pleasure ln these blood-chlll-
Ing tnles,

But for this gruesome enjoyment,
how dearly he pald when ont alone at
night. What menacing shadows beset
his path! Every snow-covered bush
stood & sheeted specter In his way.

However, It wus not only these phan-
toms of the night that disturbed his
peace, for his days were haunted by
the most bewitching of all witches—sa
woman,

In his weekly singing class was Kat-
rinn Van Tasgel, only child of n sub-
stantinl farmer. Famed for her beanty
and vast expectations, the enraptured
Ichabod became her ardent suitor,

(Nloatingly he surveyed her fathefs
rich meadow lands, the overflowing
barns, and the great sloping-roofed

| farmhouse filled with treasures of old

mahogany, pewter and silver. All these
tich possessions made Ichgbod covet
the peerless Katrina,

The most formldable of his many
rivals was the roystering Brown Van
Brunt, nicknamed, from his herculcan
frame, Brom Bones,

He was the hero of all tha country
round, which rang with his feats of
gtrength and hardihood. A reckless

| horseman and foremost In all rural

sports, he was always ready for a
fight or a frolic.

Yet even the old dames, startled out
of their sleep as he clattered by at
midnight, looked upon his wild pranks
with more good-will than disfavor.
This rantipole hero had chosen to
lay slege to the blooming Katrina. And
when oo a Sunday night his horse
was tied to Van Tassel's palings, all
other suitors passed on In despalr.

Ichabod, however, In his role of
singing master, made frequent visita at
the farm. Nelther old Van, an easy, In-
dulgent moul, nor his busy housewife,
interfered with the pedagogue's suit;
yet his woolng was beset with diffi-
cultien. _

Brom Bones had declared a deadly
fend, and as Ichabod shrewdly avold
od & physical combat, he became the
sbject of whimsical persecutions by
Brom and his boon compsanions.
They smoked out his singing school
sroke Inte and tumned topsy-turvy his
whoolhoase : and still worse, taught
\ scoundrel dog to whise as a rival
pstructor In psalmody to the falr Kat-
ina.

One fine antunmnal afterncen Icha-
ol In & pensive mood, sat enthroned
« the lofty stenl from which he ruled

b!a lnggard pupils with & slothfsl mien,

The buzsing stiliness of the school
room wias broken by a galloping mes
senger, who brought an Invitation tr
a “quilting frolic” that evening at Van
Tagsel's,

Promptly dismissing school, Ichabod
farbished up his only suit of rusty
black, and soon rode forth—a gallant
cavaller to this bidding of his lady
falr,

Gunpowder, the bony old plow horse,
borrowed from the farmer with whom
Ichabod was domleiled, was a soitable
steed for his long, gaunt frame.

Jogging slowly along, it was after
sundown when he reached Van Tas
sel's, where were gathered the farmer
folk of the surrounding country.

However, It was not the buxom
lagses which held Ichabod enthralled,
it was the sumptuous abundsnce of
the supper table. Such lusclovs ham
and chicken, and heaped platters of
doughnuts, erullers and ginger cakes!

Ichahod's rapaclons appetite did
ample justice to this repast, while he
glonted over the opulence of which
some day he might be master.

Soon the sound of fiddling bade, all
to dance. With Katrina aa his part
ner, smiling graclously at his amorons
oglings, the lank, but aglle, Ichabod
clattered triumphantly ahout. While
Brom Bones, sourly smitten with jeal-
ousy, kept bhroodingly aloof,

Later, Ichahod jJoined the sager folk,
who sat smoking and spinning tales of
ghosts and apparitions, and of the
headless horseman, that nightly teth
ered his steed among the churchyard
graves,

Maost terrifying were the ndventures
of those who, on dark nights, had met
the grnesome specter. Even Brom
testified that once, overtaken by the
midnight trooper, he had raced with
him to the church bridge, where the
horseman bad vanished In a fash of
fire,

When at a late hour the revel broke
up, Tehabod lingered for the custom-
ary lovers' talk. What passed at that
interview with the helress was never
known, but when he finally sallied
forth it was with a dejected, chop-
fallen alr.

Had Katrina's encouragement been
only n cuquettish trick to secure her
conquast of his rival?

It was near the witching midnight
hour that the crestfallen Ichabod pur-
sued his solitary travel homeward. All
the stories of ghosts and goblins told
that evenlng crowded hauntingly upon
him,

The night grew deeeper and darker
a8 he approached the lonely church-
vard—sombrous scene of many of the
tnles. Suddenly through the leaf-
stirred stillness eame the clatter of
hoofs ! Something hnge and misshapen
loomed above the crouching shadows,

In quaking terror Ichabod dashed
ahead, but the unknown followed
¢lose. 'Then the moonlight, through
{a rifting cloud, revealed the hendless
'horseman! More ghastly still, his
| head rested on the pommel of his sad-
| dle!

Away they flew, Ichabod madly
spurring Gunpowder, while the sinls
ter horseman came gnlloping after,

As they reached the haunted road,
turning off to Sleepy Hollow, the girth
of Ichabod's saddle broke. Gripping
his steed around the neck, as the sad-
dle slipped beneath him, he sulll4
plunged on, with the ghostly rider pur
suing. :

The church bridge, where In Brom
Bones' tale the specter had vanished,
was just ahead. Another moment and
old Gunpowder was _thundering over
the resounding planhs

Here Ichabod, casting a backward
glance, saw the goblin rising in his
stirrups’ and In the very act of hurk
ing his head.

The horrible missile crashed
against Ichabod's cranlum and he
plunged headlong into the road-—while
Gunpowder and the ghostly horseman
swept on.
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The next morning the old horse was
found saddleless, grazing at his mas-
ter's gate. But no Ichabod!

In the road by the .church was
found the saddle. Farther on was the
trampled hat of the unfortunate ped-
agogue—and close beside It a shat-
t pumpkin!

The whole neighborhood was aroused,
Brom Bones' story and all the other
weird tales were called to mind, and
the good folk sagely concluded that
Ichabod had been carried of by the
headless horseman,

Soon the school was removed to a
leas haunted sector.

an old farmer, returning from New
York, hrought news that Ichabod was
still alive; that fear of.the goblls, and
chagrin at his dismissal by the heir
ess, had caused his filght; that in an-
other part of the country be had

The Threeness of
the One God

By REV. E. J. PACE

Director of Missionary Jourse,
Moody Bible lnstituta, Chicage.

TEXT.—The grace of the Lord Jesus
Christ, and the love of God, and the com-
munion of the Holy Spirit be with you
all.—=11 Cor. 13:14

In the fumillar words of the apos-
tolle benediction, so called, without
which Do Assem-
bly of Christisos
seems Attingly dis
missed, reverber-
ntes the supreme
taet of the Chris-
tian revelation,
namely that Uod
exists a (rinity
of persons 0o &
unity of oature
It s one Ueod,
und yet thgre are
three persons ; not
three Gods, nor
yet three manifes
tations of the
one God, as o
the religion of the
persons, ench o)
tinet from the other (wo, and
bound to both by mutusl bones
complementary life and love relo
ships,

We grant there 18 mystery her
where in this universe will w:
counter no mystery? When we
explaln one of the manifold my«
thit are locked up In n single i
water, or In' one besm of ligh!
will then demand an explangatl
this, the profoundest mystery of
the tri-unity of the one Godhend

8o, let It be repeated, we have hers
a fact of revelation, and of the !
tlan revelation, mind you, »
which, while not opposel [0 Feasui,
nevertheless transcends veason, Sl
ence unnided never could hnve dis-
coversd It: and yet when once the
fact is revealed, lo, even sdlence comes
Inden with presumptive evidence from
myrind sources; and not only =o, but
the artist from his palette, gl the
musielan from his keys, all of themn
come bearing united testimony that
undernenth all the phenomena of na-
ture, as well as all the harmonies of
both light and sound, les the number
three. fa

Every schoolbody knows how with
three primary colors—red, yellow and
blue—he ¢an
Indeed, every Imnginable tint or hue
In the unlverse Is but the hlending of
these three undivided colors, And It
does not take long for the lnssie at
the plano stool to learn that all the
infinite range of possibilitlex In the
harmony of sound results from the
blending of three primury trinds of
notes. The sclentist in  his  eager
search for onifying laws cannet gel
less than three categories In which te
enst al] physieal phenomena. These
three categories are substance, form
and force, And how strikingly snggest:
ive these three! For what have we

substance but the Father?  What
have we In form but the Som, who I8
the “express image ‘d the Father's
substance (Heb, 1:3); and what have
we in force but the Spirit, by whoss
power all effects in creation and re
demption are wrought?

Upon unbellever's deaf ear all t
volces fall In valn. Rejecting the
ord which Ged gave of his Sen:™
able to see n Jesus Christ more
the son of a peasant of Callles,
faithless rationallst Jees [n all t
shadowings of the Triune God
meaning whatsoever, with the
quence that he lands just where the
unitarian Moslem landed, In the lcy
polar region of a loveless, fatalistie,
unl-personal God, within whose steel
grip all is “kismet” (fated); or s
caping this lands at the other antl-
pode of un-personal pantheism, which
inevitubly ends with the deifying of
man; or falling these two, lapses inte
blank atheism.

But faith's Spirit-lllumined eyes ses
the Delty of Jesus Christ as neces-
Rary—as necessary as form y 10 sub-
stance and as substance Is to forem
With this =ixth sense
pees and hears all the universe v
brant with pralses of the Triune God.

In our text three differentiating
words quallfy the three persons of the
Triune God, which words, we shall sea,
are as necessarily Inter-reluted ns sub-
stance, form and force, to which they
are also analogons,

“The grace of the Lord Jesus
Grace Is the free hestow-
ment of unmerited favor, and grace
is love embodied. Grace is the form
of which love is the substance! “God
(the Father) #o loved the world that
gave his only begotien Sen.” It Is
nearly every-

Hindoos, but three

s
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make any other color..




